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THIS ANTHOLOGY completes the survey of 
Lynn Paula Russell's work as artist and 
illustrator over a span of twenty years that was 
started with the first book published by the 
Erotic Print Society, The Illustrative Art of 
Lynn Paula Russell. The artists work has been 
divided into four main sections: her erotic 
landscapes and other work in colour; her 
general erotic work; a comprehensive section 
devoted to illustrations for three magazines 
specialising in chastisement, Janus, Februs and 
Fessée, and finally, her work for Bandes 
Dessinées Adultes. Of the four, the last is most 
likely to fall into the category of erotic 
illustration while the first could only be 
defined as erotic art. 

There is a fine tradition of 
comic book illustration in this 
country that has its antecedents 
in the works of the great 18th- 
and early 19th-century 
caricaturists such as Gillray, 
Rowlandson and Cruickshank. 
Over the years the subject 
matter has ranged from the 
merely humorous and 
entertaining to the surreal, the 
subversive and the libidinous. 
The pop artists of the 1960s and 
70s saw the strip cartoon as a potent icon and 
hijacked it for their own ends. However, the 
medium’s own brash vitality ensures that it can 
survive perfectly well without the attentions of 
apologists. 

For any comic book illustrator worth their 
salt their popularity means continued 
publication — truly a democratic, “people's” 
evaluation of art. Sometimes they can receive 
the accolade of a cult following. In France 
(where her nom de pinceau is Paula Meadows), 





FOREWORD 


Lynn Paula Russell is given just such 
recognition. Her work is as popular today as 
when it was first published there in 1994. By 
contrast this country has been slow to 
recognise the aesthetic value of erotic comic 
strip art; indeed, in the last few decades it has 
been the subject of much legal interest — ever 
a cultural disincentive. 

And not everyone will appreciate the erotic 
content of another major section in this book, 
headed “The Painful Art”. This chapter 
contains images of chastisement which 
incorporate both aspects of its double-sided 
nature. For while chastisement is usually 
anything but gentle, there is a certain tendresse 
that can accompany it, both on 
the part of the chastiser's 
sensibilities and those of the 
chastised or, at least, their 
hindquarters. For this artist, 
however, the subject is central 
to her philosophy of life and 
her view of the world, as can be 
determined from her varied 
reflections on the theme. 

Finally, Lynn Paula Russell's 
“bodyscapes” bring us back to 
the art of caricature. It was the 
16th-century Italian Mannerist 
artist Giuseppe Arcimboldo who created 
strange caricatures of recognisable human 
portraits from a collage of animals, vegetables 
and household articles. Paula has followed a 
similar path, but has used her love of the 
countryside to blend body and landscape 
(with a fair measure of amorous passion) into 
one. The results are a magical alchemy. Highly 
atmospheric, they fill the soul with a sensuous 
yearning and they remind us yet again of the 
enormous scope of this artist's erotic vision. 


WHEN THE Erotic Print Society published 

The Illustrative Art of Lynn Paula Russell three 
years ago, I knew that there remained two 
aspects of her work still to be addressed. These 
were, namely, the artist's illustrations for Janus, 
Februs and Fessée, three magazines devoted to 
the painful pleasures, and, in addition, the huge 
amount of work she had done for the French 
publishers of Bandes Dessinées Adultes or "adult 
comics”, as they are rather less glamorously 
called in this country, though there is little that 
is comical to be found. The latter works, 
despite enjoying great acclaim on the other side 
of the Channel, have never been seen here, and 
now, within this book, we are fortunate in 
being able to reproduce a BDA book in its 
entirety — Summer Holiday. The former works 
are reproduced here by kind permission of the 
publishers of Janus, Februs and Fessée. 


Lynn PAULA RusseLL is an illustrator and an 
artist. She works from her mind's eye, her 
imagination and her experience. A Sexual 
Odyssey, however, is not just an anthology of 
her art and illustration defined by content and 
grouped by subject matter. It charts another 
part of her artistic and sexual journey and it 
examines other facets of her complex and 
sensual nature. Very few artists have had the 
courage to explore their own sexuality as 
completely as this. Even so, she prefers to keep 








the reality and the fantasy in her life separate. 
There is a crucial difference between the two, 
as she is quick to point out. Through the sado- 
masochistic images in this book she examines 
her fantasies in detail; with the bandes dessinées 
she takes those fantasies to an even more 
developed level. 


Мот EVERYONE will be comfortable with these 
images, for many depict women in positions 
of pain and humiliation. And yet for the artist 
there is a release in pain and a redemption in 
humiliation. It is no accident that the model 
she uses most frequently is herself. Art is a 
form of self-expression. We should not forget 
that an artist or an illustrator does not always 
have a duty to accommodate their audience's 
sensibilities. 


Bur Most will find her art erotic in the 
extreme, transporting them to places in their 
imaginations that they perhaps dared not visit 
before, indeed, would not wish to visit in 
reality. If these places have more to do with 
dreams than everyday life, so much the better. 
Here is the very stuff of erotic art, whether in 
prose or poetry, paint or pencil. Ultimately, it 
is the artist's ability to expand our thoughts, 
increase our vision and develop our self- 
knowledge that makes their work 
extraordinary. Lynn Paula Russell is such an 
artist and we are all the richer for her talent. 


LYNN PAULA RUSSELL 


AN APPRECIATION sy OLIVER MAITLAND 
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A Sexual Odyssey 


an adventure begins 


~ 


IN my YOUTH I was often criticised for my 
tendency to be secretive about my feelings 
and appetites. I was an expert at beating 
about the bush (how appropriate that sounds) 
and when asked to describe erotic experiences 
would manage to do so without including 
one single piece of explicit information. In 
fact, now I look back, I realise that part of my 
initial impulse to be involved in a photo 
shoot or sex film may well have been based 
on a powerful desire to get out in the open 
what had hitherto been a clandestine and 
barely acknowledged activity in my life. I can 
still remember, years ago, the utter 
exasperation of a close friend who had been 
attempting to elicit some details from me 
regarding a recent, very special, sexual 
encounter. No doubt he had been hoping to 
glean a little insider knowledge to help him 
solve the mystery of what women really want, 
but no such enlightenment was forthcoming. 
All he got from me was, "Oh it was 
wonderful. We did absolutely everything” 
When pressed to explain what exactly this 
might mean, I had blushed coyly and said, 
“Oh, you know,” and followed this with one 
of my most knowing looks. 


YOU CAN IMAGINE how difficult it was when I 
had my first relationship with a mature and 
experienced man who wished me to tell him 
exactly what I wanted him to do to me for 
my own pleasure. Here was a great 
opportunity and I flunked it. The words "You 
know” simply weren't enough. 


IT SEEMS As IF I have been nearly twenty years 
working through this block: learning how to 
be honest and also, how to express this 
honesty in words and visuals. 











My opyssey started оп a cold day in January 
twenty years ago when a nervous young 
woman made her way to an anonymous 
location in Swiss Cottage. I suppose she looked 
quite ordinary with her long, unsophisticated 
hair parted down the middle, knee-length 
fitted coat in a muted grey-blue and rather too 
sensible shoes. She looked like the kind of girl 
who went out of her way not to be noticed. 
Meet me at thirty, just about to experience one 
of those key moments which would change my 
life forever and set me on a new path. 


No ONE who saw me walk past in the street 
would have guessed that under my respectable 
coat I wore nothing but goosepimples and a 
black suspender belt and stockings and that my 
heart was pumping fit to burst with nervous 
anticipation. I was on my way to my very first 
modelling session for a soft-core magazine, and 
in my naive fashion I imagined that everyone 
must be able to detect this guilty secret. 


THUS, MY INITIATION into the real world 
began. I arrived at the flat where lights were 
set up and ready. The cameraman introduced 
me to an extremely handsome young 
Frenchman, who spoke no English, and we 
glided quite effortlessly into a scenario about 
a girl turning up at her boyfriend's flat with 
nothing on under her coat. Seduction would 
then swiftly follow. It had been my idea to act 
out the preliminary part of the story for real, 
carrying my dress and underwear neatly 
packed in a small case to make sure I couldn't 
chicken out once I had arrived. As it 
happened I needn't have worried. I took off 
my coat and to my surprise the anticipated 
modesty and embarrassment failed to 
materialise. All my previous fears seemed to 
be cast off with that garment, revealing a 
totally new aspect of myself. That new 
personality had been waiting for this moment 
for years and set about making the most of 
her new-found freedom with the zeal of a 
genie just released from a bottle. 











I FOUND MYSELF helping to choreograph the 
scene as the photographer snapped away 
unobtrusively. "What about giving him a 
blow job now,” I heard myself offering, 
turning my back to the camera and kneeling 
in front of my gorgeous but taciturn 
companion with bottom thrust out 
lasciviously, as if making love to the camera. 
I had never experienced such a relaxed 
atmosphere in my life: no one to disapprove, 
no one to curl up their lip with distaste and, 
furthermore, since what we were doing was 
only acting I did not have to worry about 
any unwanted involvements. I didn't even 
have to acknowledge that I was aroused. I 
abandoned myself to enjoying the game, 
which seemed at the time to be the most 
innocent and uncomplicated of pleasures. 
Kneeling before my fantasy boyfriend I tried 
to take his penis in my hand but found it 
was sticking up vertically with a mind of its 
own. So youthfully hard was it that it 
appeared to be glued to his muscular 
stomach. But even so, he made no attempt to 
force himself upon me. I had agreed to do a 
simulated scene only and was determined to 
make sure that nothing got out of hand. 
However, I knew that “she”, my alter ego, 
wanted more, much much more. In spite of 
this, we managed to simulate our way 
through a soixante-neufand then various 
Kama Sutra positions, during which the 
expressions on my face must have become 
more and more genuinely orgasmic and my 
breathing more laboured. Then it was 
finished. I hastily shook hands with my 
young man, said “Goodbye,” and off he 
went, never to be seen again. 


THE JOURNEY HOME was vastly different from 
the outgoing one. My head swirled with 
images, my body throbbed and my mind 
raced ahead. What would I do next? I felt a 
powerful wave approaching which threatened 
to engulf me completely. The wave was too 
big, it was terrifying and yet I knew I couldn't 
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change course and back out now. I had been 
asked to come back and model again, and 
next time who knew what I would feel 
impelled to do? "She” had got out and could 
not be contained. Over the next few days that 
heady sensation continued and my 
imagination played odd tricks. I began to be 
aware, subliminally, of strange mischievous 
little imps who peeked out at me from every 
tree or bush, sometimes gesturing obscenely. I 
never quite managed to get them in focus 
because they were expert at dodging away. 
Mainly, I heard their stifled laughter at the 
corners of my mind. They thought I was a 
huge joke, apparently. My vain attempts to do 
battle with my instincts caused them to 
double up with hysterical laughter. I had 
believed myself to be impassive, completely in 
control of my lusts and appetites. How could 
I have got myself so utterly wrong? Looking 
back, I suppose these manifestations rep- 
resented the purely natural in life, that animal 
side we all possess which just is, regardless of 
the morality we impose on it. When you 
think about it, there must be plenty to keep 
these irreverent spirits amused when they 
observe us strutting about mouthing high- 
minded justifications for our behaviour. 


OVER THE NEXT few months I lived solely for 
my sexual excursions. Every week or fortnight 
I was trotting off, my little case in my hand, 
to act out a different scenario. One week I was 
a schoolgirl seducing her young tutor, then I 
was an innocent girl overwhelmed by a big- 
breasted lesbian. I met lots of other women 
like myself, who were not necessarily 
professional models but had written in to the 
magazine and sent their photos because they 
were intrigued and hoped for some 
adventures. Sometimes, to my surprise, they 
came with their boyfriends or husbands, and 
their voracious appetite for lustful pursuits was 
a revelation to me. I had never seen women be 
so open before. The photography required a 
degree of discipline but after that had been 

















accomplished the barriers came down and, if 
we decided that we liked each other, the 
simulations became consummations. I 
experienced the joy of my first threesome 
when two men concentrated exclusively on 
me, one in my mouth and the other taking 
me from behind. Then there was the 
astonishing intimacy of watching another 
woman being penetrated just inches above my 
face as she knelt over me on all fours, and 
then the closeness of another female face as we 
both ran our tongues up the shaft of the same 
cock (this exercise only recommended with 
close friends and lovers). Each session taught 
me something new and I began to realise for 
the first time how much power women can 
have and how fragile a man's sexual confidence 
can be. If I had felt wary of them in the past it 
was because I had believed their defensive 
swagger. Now I saw them in a new light and 
wanted to try building them up instead of 
dragging them down. 


DURING THIS intense time my 
artwork began to reflect my 
experiences. I found myself 
painting strange images that 
had never appeared before in 
my work: a woman holding a 
ritual flail, bestial couplings 
and mysterious initiation 
ceremonies. One painting 
showed a back-view of myself, 
naked, my hair swirling around 
my head, facing a radiant alien 
being with sun streaming out 
of him. So great was the light that my own 
body seemed insubstantial by comparison. In 
the background was a fetid-looking desolation 
with stagnant pools and stunted trees, and 
hurling herself into this darkness was a 
loathsome dwarfed creature, also with hair 
streaming out behind her. She represented all 
that was mean-spirited, negative and ugly, 
and yet she was also miserably unfortunate, 
being unable to accept the full abundance of 
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life. My glorious, sensual alien had obviously 
terrified her more than the dead landscape. 
Had she been an aspect of me? Probably. I 
mourned her, but not for long. Her departure 
was a great relief. 


New FRIENDS began to arrive on the scene 
who taught me that trust can exist between a 
husband and wife and that sharing in an 
erotic context can happen without jealousy or 
other repercussions. This was a complete 
revelation to me. That a wife might calmly 
watch her husband making love to another 
woman while she perhaps does the same with 
another man, and for there to be no ill feeling 
afterwards, only pleasure that each had 
enjoyed the evening's entertainment, made 
me feel idealistically that here lay a great 
discovery, if only I could learn how it worked. 


ONE EVENING I found myself at a large 
swinging party, the first one I had ever 
attended. It was held in a vast, temporarily 
unoccupied house in a fashionable London 
district. The building had many high- 
ceilinged rooms and French windows with 
balconies. Add to this the fact that it was a 
beautiful summer evening and you can begin 
to imagine the scene. I will always remember 
this evening as a sort of “coming out”. A 
group of us had congregated on one of the 
balconies, enjoying the cool air. We sipped 
chilled wine and surveyed the dark rooftops. 
The twilight sky had the orange glow of the 
big city but here was an enclosed, shadowy 
corner full of gentle sensuality. I began to 
relax and bent further forward over the stone 
balustrade to gaze down into the elegant 
streets. This was when it started. There must 
have been about five of us together but from 
that moment on I was not aware of who did 
what. Gentle hands were creeping all over me, 
both male and female hands, delicately lifting 
my black chiffon skirt, caressing my thighs. 

I felt kisses on my neck, other hands seeking 
out my breasts and squeezing the nipples; 





























someone started to kiss me full on the mouth. 
Then the fingers behind me gave way to 
tongues darting and flickering wetly over my 
buttocks and venturing between my legs to 
explore and arouse me further. When a 
probing phallus started to thrust its way in (I 
did not know at first whose it was), my body 
went into ecstatic overdrive. Every one of my 
nerve-endings had become activated and I felt 
tuned in to everyone there on the balcony. No 
choreographer could have improved on the 
way our bodies began to glide like pythons in 
and out of embraces, delicately shifting 
positions as if obeying intuitive commands. 


THIS WILL PROBABLY sound like ап odd 
remark to make, but I can honestly say that I 
felt privileged to have been able to sample 
that complete cooperation in a group of 
friends and for a moment be its focus of 
attention. But my idealism was soon to be 
dealt some blows. Not all such occasions 
were so full of love and genuine spontaneity. 
Not all married couples were able to 
accommodate those demands for total trust 
and drop their possessive attitudes, however 
hard they tried. There was sly dishonesty and 
there were a lot of resentful bickerings in the 
car going home. Gradually, after some 
awkward and often disappointing attempts to 
replicate my ecstatic first experience, I 
stopped trying to achieve the unobtainable. 
These sorts of pleasures cannot be expected 
on a regular basis. They are like the ancient 
Greek Dionysian rites where many people 
abandoned themselves to the lusts of the 
flesh in a colossal orgy. They conjured up the 
spirit of their pagan god by celebrating the 
body and all its sensual delights, but these 
occasions were special and happened only 
once a year. They may have provided an 
essential safety valve for the celebrants who 
returned to their usual humdrum lives for 
the rest of the year. Celebrating the spirit of 
Dionysus every week or month would only 
succeed in destroying his mystery and 


THE PAINFUL ART 


ILLUSTRATIONS FOR JANUS, FEBRUS & 
OTHER CHRONICLES OF CHASTISEMENT 





eventually killing off the impetus, for 
without mystery there can be no magic. 
Nowadays, of course, any sort of group sex 
would be considered foolhardy and 
dangerous. 


DURING THIS time in the early Eighties, my 
hungry alter ego began to feel calmer; I might 
even say that “she” and I had become one, 
which is the way it should be, and the 
mischievous imps eventually departed for new 
amusements. The great wave had come, but it 
had not engulfed me and swept all before it. 
Instead, it had brought great enrichment and 
a new subject to paint and illustrate. 





that sexual healing 


SINCE I COME from a family ruled by a strong 
female element, my problem was an almost 
total ignorance of men's natures and I needed 
to do some practical research on this subject — 
I hope that will not sound like a feeble 
justification for the rather unusual “therapy” I 
embarked upon. 


anticipation 
lanustpef()n/ n.: 


Contemplation in advance; eager or 


pleasurable expectation. 





























I ONGE READ a book called The Dice Man and 
it captured my imagination. Using the dice to 
dictate what you did when there was a 
conflict of interests struck me as fascinating, 
provided this method did not grow into a 
philosophy to be pursued with obsessive 
fervour. The beauty of it lay mainly in its 
ability to get new things started. Once started 
you were then able to go back to decision- 
making in the usual way, but armed with real 
knowledge about yourself. For example, I 
used to suffer from frequent bouts of 
moodiness and this would lead to a listless 
disinterest in anything sensual and physically 
stimulating. When your partner tries to make 
love to you under these circumstances it only 
succeeds in alienating the two of you further. 
To break this deadlock we used to write down 
six options for the evening, some of them 
ordinary dull things such as "stay in and 
watch the telly” or "go out to the pub”, but 
one of the instructions would be “I put on 
my sexiest undies and try to get something 
going”, or "I get spanked”. It was amazing 
how often the dice selected the more 
challenging of the options. The interesting 
thing was that when I went against what I 
thought I wanted something unexpected 
always happened. The moment I put on the 
sexy garments I jumped into a different mode 
and the bad feeling evaporated. If I received a 
spanking, that managed to drive out the 
demons too, but it would not have worked if 
my partner had proposed it. 


OPTIONS became more daring. When we had 
the time we began to put down ideas like “I 
am to submit to whatever he wants for the 
whole day”. This led to some new 
developments. I remember devoting myself to 
perfecting the skill of fellatio (one of the 
greatest of intimacies) with concentrated 
enthusiasm, studying every detail of this 
fascinating organ, making sketches of it and 
forming my own relationship with it, separate 
from its owner. I remember running naked 
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round Barnes Common in the twilight whilst 
my partner guarded my clothes (well, he said 
he was doing that but we didn't manage to 
find them for quite some time). I remember 
being whipped by him with a long slender 
twig against the gnarled trunk of an 
enormous tree, followed by magical moments 
of outdoor cunnilingus while cradled in its 
branches. This was heady stuff indeed. The 
warm summer breezes, the proximity of the 
trees and the рейн of the night blended 
together to form a 
potent mixture which 
later led to many new 
paintings; sensual naked 
bodies forming a 
fe | growing, natural 
` landscape through 
which powerful forces 
flowed, expressing the 
way I was feeling at that 
« time. There will never 
be another period like it. 


THEN THERE WAS the party that was failing to 
warm up until the dice dictated that I should 
strip to my suspender belt and stockings and 
enter the crowded room bearing a tray of 
drinks. I feel sure that I would never have 
dared do this of my own volition, even 
though it had always been one of my 
favourite fantasies. The effect was highly 
enlivening and everyone at the party suddenly 
felt free to enjoy themselves as they wished. 
This episode taught me that there were times 
when I must initiate and not rely on others to 
lead. I must be able to take charge. 


UNFORTUNATELY, when it was my turn to 
experiment with a little domination, to devise 
a scenario for my partner, it turned out to be 
an impossible challenge and exposed all my 
weaknesses. I did try tying him to the kitchen 
table using a complicated array of knots 
(never a good idea) but this failed to excite 
either of us and was rudely interrupted when 
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our friend, who lived in the flat downstairs, 
suddenly banged on the door and wanted to 
come in for a chat. This put an end to any 
erotic atmosphere there might have been and 
reduced it to the level of a Brian Rix farce. 


I NEVER managed to devise anything to equal 
my partner's imaginative directions, and my 
attempts became quite a strain. Eventually I 
had to resort to tactics like “I command you 
to tell me what to do”. This desire to 
relinquish all responsibility for my actions 
and feed off men's imaginations (this way I 
learned more about them than they ever did 
about me) sent me scurrying off in search of 
the type of adventures that the heroine of 
The Story of O had enjoyed or, some might 
say, endured, 


I FOUND a Master to help me realise this 
fantasy. We recognised each other instantly. 


Tue THEMEs of dominance and submission, 
exploring sadism and masochism in ourselves 
in a relationship of trust, opened up a whole 
new chapter of possibilities. I felt driven to 
explore this role-playing in my drawings as 
well. Using myself as a model I could star in 
my own scenes, showing happenings that 
would not be feasible in life: the idea of being 
branded on my buttocks, like O, with my 
lovers initials or having thick metal rings 
piercing my labia may have sounded 
romantic, but the thought of actually doing it 
filled me with horror. The drawings express a 
woman's powerful desire to be possessed body 
and soul by a man, or rather, to be seen 
making that statement, but in reality that 
level of emotion could not possibly be 
sustained for long. We may belong with 
someone but never 10 them. 


BesIDES, I knew in myself that my own 
motivations had been mainly those of the 
emotional masochist seeking attention and 
gratification. I had never really submitted 
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completely to anyone but at least now I had a 
more realistic picture of myself and the men 
in my life. I did go with my Master to have 
my nipples pierced but before the needle 
could do its work, unlike O, I made quite 
sure I had a reliable local anaesthetic. The 
gold nipple rings stayed in for a year or so 
because they looked pretty, but eventually 
they were removed. 


THE MAIN AIM of my erotic drawings was to 
try to capture that emotional intensity which 
only sex can produce when everything is 
flowing. Expressions on faces are every bit as 
important as explicit physical detail. Sexual 
acts cannot be separated from their context 
and the purpose of erotic art is the same as 
that of any other kind of art: to throw light 
on how it feels to have a certain experience. 


I HAVE USED creative fictions to project myself 
into other roles, taking the exercise one step 
further into reality when I had the 
opportunity to act in X-rated films in the 
USA. The last character I played was one I 
shall never forget; she was the climax of my 
journey of discovery and the furthest removed 
from myself imaginable: a hardened New 
York hooker with no pretences and no dignity 
left. I can remember the scene where she had 
to stagger around the room in an alcoholic 
haze berating her stupid little niece, who 
fancied that she could not submit to sex 
unless she was in love. Love was a 
meaningless concept to this woman. All she 
knew was how to “scrape up fuck” — her 
expression, not mine. And yet I felt for her 
and admired her ability to face the reality she 
saw. Playing her, in my own limited fashion, 
was a salutary experience for me and at this 
point I knew that my “therapy” had come to 
an end. Acting out fantasies from the safe 
haven of a middle-class background, with 
another talent to fall back on, made me feel 
like a privileged dilettante and set me apart 
from many of the other actors and actresses 





spank /spanjk/ v.: 
Slap or smack (repeatedly) on the 
buttocks with the open hand, 


a slipper, etc.; administer a spanking to. 
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who had to make a living from this one 
source. They resented me. I had no inkling of 
the pressures that some of them had to 
endure. I returned to England to absorb my 
experiences and concentrate on my 
illustration work. 


FRANCE was my next port of call — the culture 
that allowed The Story of O to be written. I 
discovered the erotic comic strip and became 
intrigued by what could be achieved in this 
discipline. I could use it to tell my own story: 
that of the wide-eyed innocent young woman, 
full of wonder and naive astonishment as the 
world reveals its lascivious secrets. But more 
and more I was intrigued by dominant 
women, who manoeuvred others by their 
strong wills. I knew I could never be them, 
but a touch of their determination was now 
needed. The actual ending to Pauline Réage's 
book with O's descent towards suicide, was no 
help here. The path I had taken, far from 
leading to the extinguishing of my own will, 
was rapidly precipitating me in the opposite 
direction. It had built strength in me and not 
diminished it. 





Ir always astonishes me whenever I come 
across people who appear to have known 
their sexual natures from an early age. Just 
recently a male friend of mine explained how 
he had known from the tender age of four 
that spanking female bottoms was definitely 








43 


44 


for him, and he is still doing it today 
whenever he can with undiminished vigour 
and enthusiasm. How slow and complicated 
my progress towards enlightenment has been 
by comparison. 


So How did my own propensity for painful 
pleasure begin? As I have already said, I was 
always the quiet one who never gave anything 
away about herself. In my teens and early 
twenties I tended to rely entirely on others to 
make the suggestions and if the suggestion 
was too daring or erotic my knee-jerk reaction 
would invariably be, “No, I don't want to do 
that,” before I had even considered it. 
Sometimes I would kick myself and wonder 
what I had missed — it was a kind of denial. 
All the same, aged twenty-four and working 
as a stage actress, I had already had a few 
opportunities to let my lustful, adventurous, 
alter ego off the leash; but invariably she had 
been shut up in her closet once more. It 
didn't add up to a great deal of experience. 
My boyfriend at that time, a good patient 
man, really had not been making much 
headway with me. In fact it was his patience 
with me that contributed towards my 
impatience with him. 


Вит ONE SUNDAY we had an unexpected 
breakthrough. It started as an ordinary sort of 
day. I had come to visit my friend at his place 
but, as usual, I vented my own frustrations 
and inner tensions upon him as I looked 
around his bachelor flat. There was plenty to 
criticise. It wasn’t very fair — the poor man, a 
fellow thespian, worked six days a week and 
housework was not his forte. 


Ås I WATCHED him make coffee for us in the 
kitchen, something snapped. Suddenly, all my 
impatience about men in general seemed to 
come welling up to the surface and, out of 
the blue, I heard myself saying, “Ohhhh, I'd 
like to whip you.” It just came out like that — 
I couldn't account for it. At the time the idea 
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of actually whipping anyone had never 
occurred to me. To me, all physical 
punishment belonged in the wicked past 
along with the cat-o'-nine-tails and the birch. 
Once I had made this remark my old habits 
immediately took over; I started to backtrack 
and pretend I hadn't meant it, but my partner 
would have none of it. 


“If you want to do it, then you must do it,” 
he insisted, pulling off his leather belt and 
handing it to me. 


“Here, use this.” Then he proceeded to lower 
his trousers and bend over the kitchen table. 


“This is absurd,” I thought, but my heart was 
thumping. I planted a few feeble and ill-judged 
flaps of the belt across his waiting buttocks. 


“Come on,” he said. “If you're going to do it, 
do it properly.” I lifted my arm higher and 
brought the belt down on his bottom with an 
almighty crack! — causing him to grimace with 
pain. Immediately I felt terrible. Somehow 
this wasn’t right. 


“That's it,” I said. He replaced his trousers, 
giving me a quizzical stare. There was a glint 
in his eyes that I didn’t much like the look 
of. The impression was that he knew 
something I didn't. 


“I hope you feel better now,” he said 
pleasantly. “You've been doing nothing but 
find fault ever since you arrived.” Then he 
said, “You know, it’s not good to inflict pain 
when you don't know what it feels like 
yourself, It’s only fair that you have a taste of 
what I just had. Agreed?” 


“Certainly not,” I squawked. "Dont you dare 
lay a finger on me.” He greeted this outburst 
with equanimity. An idea came to him. “Tell 
you what. Well toss a coin. Then it won't be 
me coercing you.” 












































FoR SOME REASON I agreed to that — it had 
become a sort of game. 


AND REALLY, the rest is history. The spin of a 
coin dictated that I should indeed be 
initiated, and so I was. For the first time in 
my life I had trusted a man. The after-effect 
of those first stingers was immediate — relief 
of tension and the wiping out of all my fears 
and blocks, then an undeniable warm glow of 
erotic stimulation. Something very deep had 
stirred in me. After that first experience my 
boyfriend confessed that he had long 
suspected that I might take to it, but knew 
that I would have said “no” if he had 
suggested it. And, of course, he was right. 





playing the part 


AS A PROFESSIONAL actress, one of my 
favourite subjects is the use of theatre to 
heighten the tension of an erotic scene. I 
certainly use it in my illustrations and 
paintings. All the same, I've heard people 
talking about porn videos as if theatrical effects 
were quite superfluous and, since the activities 
in themselves are so arousing, all you have to 
do is simply get into the action, make sure the 
video camera is focused and (more or less) in 
the right direction and off we go, success 
guaranteed. But this is really never the case. 
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Firm, whether professional or the home- 
movie variety, often disappoints. Why? 
Because mere enthusiasm from director and 
participants is never enough. Your actress may 
have been strapped and caned most 
vigorously by the ideal master or dominatrix; 
she may have a divinely beautiful bottom, 
exquisite facial expressions, and be really 
feeling the strokes as they land bur, if you 
havent planned the camera angles and her 
hair happens to fall across her face just at the 
moment of climax, or an arm gets in the way 
just as her striped bottom writhes in delicious 
agony, then the excitement is missed. 
Perfecting this visual direction is hard and 
tedious work. Paradoxically, artifice has to be 
used to heighten reality and to help 
communicate it. 


"THIS HAS ALWAYS been one of my main 
exasperations with hard-core in general. You 
may visualise all kinds of glorious situations 
which can all be set up well enough — you 
might even get good actors too — but when it 
comes to the crunch, if the characters cant 
perform sex together and the chemistry is 
wrong, it just doesnt work. Also, it's very 
hard to stay in character when you actually 
are engaged in a sexual act and not just 
pretending to be. We all tend to revert to type 
and do what we always do when we have sex 
because we cant help it. If were supposed to 
be playing the part of a cold and cruel lover 
but really our nature is gentle and giving, 
then inevitably it is the gentleness that 
emerges on camera. 


IMAGINE ME, for example, trying to play the 
part of a girl who gets spanked against her will 
and hates every minute of it. It would be 
abundantly clear that my body was responding 
with erotic pleasure, and that would ruin the 
effect. This actually happened once in a scene 
with a US actress who stopped the paddling 
she was giving me and uttered in disbelief, 
“My God, she's enjoying it.” 


str ap /strap/ n.: 

A leather band or thong used for 
flogging; (usu. w. the) the application 
of this as a punishment. 












































ОЕ COURSE, the reverse can happen too. It’s 
very difficult to convince the camera that 
youre having a good time when you really 
aren't. I remember a shoot in a small copse of 
trees. I am decked out in my special leather 
costume, bottom bare, arms clasped around a 
tree trunk while a camera whirrs discreetly a 
few feet away. The director has just called 
“Action!” — this is a dramatic scene. A man I 
hardly know has placed me in this expectant 
position and is now bracing himself for a 
spectacular swipe with an eight-foot-long 
bull-whip. I hear it whistle through the air — a 
sound I usually find highly arousing — and its 
deadly leather tip connects with full force 
down the side of my thigh. 


“Aieeee,” I howl painfully, only to remember I 
am supposed to be enjoying it. Another 
strike. This time the leather winds itself 
around my shin and the tip slams against my 
Achilles tendon with impeccable accuracy. I 
scream again. Worse still, my tormentor starts 
to ad lib with his lines. "Tell me you love it,” 
he booms. All that emerges from my throat is 
a strangulated gurgle. "Come on... I know 
you love it. Tell me.” Whop! Another blow 
lands on a part of my anatomy so delicate 
that the pain almost causes me to pass out. 


You CAN SEE the problem — poor direction. 
Proper planning means more convincing 
scenes; for instance, selecting an implement 
(and lines) the wretched actor could have 
used with more confidence. After all, he 
hadn't intended to hurt me in that way — it 
was inexperience rather than sadism. 


THE FIRST TIME I was spanked in a film we 
had a different problem, which might also 
have been overcome had we rehearsed a little 
and had time to plan. On this occasion the 
two actors were fine — a married couple, 
Jenny and Richard. The theme was simple. 
Jenny's character did not think she would 
enjoy spanking but finding out that her 


























husband, played by Richard, longed to try his 
hand at it, had arranged a special treat for his 
birthday. She had just met a girl (my part) 
who had confided in her that she loved being 
thrashed. She arranged that the three of them 
should meet and her husband would at last 
have his dream realised (would that all wives 
were so understanding). 


THE CLIMAX of the film was to be this terrific 
spanking, but when we finally got to it, for 
some reason — perhaps Richard was inhibited 
by Jenny's presence — the whole thing failed 
to get off the ground. I was kneeling up on 
the sofa, bottom naked and out-thrust ready 
for attention. The spanks started to land 
(whack... pause, whack... pause, whack... 
pause) in such a dull, slow, regular pattern, I 
found myself thinking that a dentist's waiting 
room might be a more exciting place to be 
just then. 


EVENTUALLY I couldn't stand it any longer. 
Turning round and fixing him with my best 
basilisk glare, I said in a chastising voice that 
Thatcher would have been proud of, “You 
can vary the pace a bit, you know,” thus dem- 
olishing all belief in the obliging, submissive 
character I was supposed to be playing. 


AND NO, we couldn't have shot the scene 
again. My bottom was already a fiery pink 
and couldn't be returned to its original white 
again soon enough. 


THATS WHY I love erotic illustration as a 
medium. It's far more controlled and the 
characters can be whatever I dictate. I place 
them where I wish them to be and I can 
Cheat the angle, or look at myself in a mirror 
and straightaway see a ри! facial expression 
at the same time as her bottom; I can see her 
pussy peeping out between her thighs, and 
imagine the chastiser poised for action. And, 
what's more, neither of them will ever come 
out of character. 
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the funnier side 


WHAT PART does humour play in erotic 
situations? Some people may answer "none at 
all”, that it positively detracts from arousal. 


I ONCE READ something to the effect that 
laughter and smiling are closely associated 
with fear. A cornered animal bares its teeth in 
a snarl, we bare our teeth in nervous smiles. 
Sexual arousal is tinged with fear too. When 
we are aroused we are totally vulnerable and 
we use humour to lighten the atmosphere and 
ward off involvement. Have you noticed how 
most of us have a tendency to laugh 
uncomfortably when faced with the possible 
awakening of a powerful desire? Young 
teenage girls, excited and yet afraid of their 
first sexual experience, will often have the 
urge to giggle when the atmosphere gets too 
heavy with desire, with the result that the 
potential seducer will be rendered harmless 
and incapable. 
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IN THE REALM of fantasy, I know that humour 
must be carefully placed if the erotic tension 
is to build successfully. I draw erotic strip 
cartoons which are published in France, and I 
was once told by an experienced French 
writer, who had devised some of my scripts, 
that I must be very sparing when introducing 
humour. “The readers don’t like it,” he told 
me. “When they are involved in the action 
they want to take sex completely seriously.” 


I THOUGHT about this and realised that being 
amused by the funny side of a situation 
immediately lifts you out of it. If you happen 
to be involved in an unpleasant argument 
this can be a good thing, but if on the other 
hand, you are just building up to a beautiful 
orgasm, it is hardly what is required. 
Humour must come either before or after the 
nitty-gritty part of sex which must always be 
taken seriously. 


However, when I look back at all the 
adventures I have had with corporal 
punishment, it is often the humorous 
moments that have fixed themselves in my 
memory and still delight me. There has been 
plenty of laughter, but not necessarily of the 
nervous, frenetic type; more the relaxed, 
pleasurable variety that bubbles up naturally 
in a warm atmosphere amongst good friends. 


A SUCCESSFUL spanking party needs to be 
divided into different rooms for different 
purposes. One room should be reserved for 
“serious business”. A master might be 
positioning a submissive girlfriend over the 
whipping stool, concentrating on every detail; 
whispering in her ear describing what she is 
to endure. When she is properly prepared he 
will step back, drink in the sight of her, caress 
her pale buttocks. He then selects his 
implement while she expectantly glances over 
her shoulder to guess what her lover is 
planning for her. How severe will he be? How 
much can she take? But if a jovial individual 
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blunders into the room at this point, 
shattering the atmosphere with witty remarks, 
the whole thing is ruined. Peep in, by all 
means, but stay quiet. 


Downstairs or in 
another room it could 
be quite a different 
matter; the sound level 
more raucous, the 
atmosphere akin to 
that of a small cabaret 
club with audience 
participation. Å 
woman is spreadeagled 
across a padded bench, 
a warm spotlight 
picking out her well- 
rounded shape in the 
half-light. Her 
boyfriend is making a 
big performance out of warming her up with 
some fierce preliminary spanks while we 
watch, make comments and help with 
suggestions, I have a vivid memory of such an 
occasion as this. I remember my own master 
getting up and asking permission to use his 
martinet on the lady. Her boyfriend steps 
back amiably (it's all very courteous here) and 
the action continues with well-placed flicks of 
the martinet over the proffered female 
buttocks and thighs. The lady flinches, wary 
of the unfamiliar, and my master, not yet 
knowing her threshold of pain, moderates his 
treatment, building up the force of the strokes 
only gradually when he feels she has accepted 
him. With squeals and writhing gyrations this 
little “act” is completed and we all cluster 
round the brave recipient to feel the glowing 
heat of her bottom. 





My MASTER examines his handiwork critically. 
“Mm,” he muses, not completely satisfied. "It 
may take a little time for these marks to 

emerge.” Then, as if to spare the audience the 
tedium of waiting, he grabs hold of me, turns 





whip /wip/ n.: 
An instrument for flogging or beating, 
consisting either of a rigid rod or stick 


with a leather etc. lash attached, or of a 


flexible switch, used for punishing, etc. 



































me round, lifts my skirt and in true Fanny 
Craddock style announces with perfect 
timing, "Now here's one I prepared earlier.” 
Amid general laughter my own, already 
thoroughly reddened, posterior is examined, 
done to a turn. 


OF COURSE, not all situations were as 
enjoyable at the time as they have since 
become in retrospect. In the heat of the 
moment amusement can be clouded 
momentarily by embarrassment or danger. 
Take the time when I arranged a special 
meeting for my friend Christopher with a 
very respectable gentleman in his office in the 
City. The object of this exercise? To attempt 
to reconstruct a favourite fantasy which Chris 
had been hugging to himself since his youth: 
that of being taken by a woman friend to a 
male authority figure to be soundly punished 
with the cane, while she sits and observes the 
proceedings, maybe offering ideas as to how 


the culprit should be dealt with. 


Ir was well after working hours when we 
arrived at my friend's tidy office. The distant 
drone of a vacuum cleaner signified that the 
cleaners had almost finished their work and 
the evening quiet would soon descend. We 
got straight down to business. Chris was 
brought in, there were minimal introductions 
and he was immediately instructed to remove 
all clothing below the waist and bend over the 
desk, a small cushion having already been 
positioned to protect his delicate bits from 


the sharp edge. 


THE FIRST PART of the scenario went like a 
dream. He was efficiently and severely caned 
on his bare bottom while I watched and then 
our gentleman in his dark-grey business suit 
began to warm to his role. Unexpectedly, he 
announced with utmost seriousness, “I think 
that Chris should now go and sit quietly in 
the corner of that cupboard by the door while 
I deal with Paula.” 
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I CAUGHT an infinitesimal twinkle in his pale- 
blue eyes but apart from that his 
characterisation was impeccable. Before I 
knew how, I was in exactly the same position 
as Chris had occupied several minutes earlier 
although I could not for the life of me recall 
this having been part of the original scenario. 
Suddenly my tight business skirt had been 
hauled up and my knickers had settled 
around my ankles, while Chris, looking every 
inch the chastised penitent, sat obediently in 
his corner, bare white hairy legs doubled up 
in front of him, now observing my caning 
with total concentration. 





THE AIR RESOUNDED with a loud swish 
followed by a high-pitched yelp from me. 
Another swish, another yelp, as the cane 
struck its target with deadly accuracy. This 
man had obviously had a lot of practice. 
The cane rose once more. It hung in the air 
and for one sickening moment we all 
seemed to remain frozen in this bizarre 
tableau as our heightened senses made us 
aware that, horror of horrors, the door 
handle was turning and someone was 
entering the room. 
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I STILL to this day try to imagine what the 
janitor (for it was he) must have thought. 
First my yelps escaping through the thin 
partition of the office and then the half-open 
door revealing just the simple but mind- 
boggling image of a middle-aged, balding 
man submissively huddled in the cupboard, 
minus his trousers and underpants. Their 
eyes must have met, but neither could speak. 
Well, what could they say? 


THE DOOR OPENED another few inches and 
then our unexpected visitor must have seen 
a startled woman, in a smart navy-blue suit, 
bare-bottomed over the desk — but this only 
for a fraction of a second as our respectable 
gentleman bounded for the door and 
ushered the man away. 


Оотвірв, the dutiful caretaker was saying, 
“I just wanted to make sure everything was 
alright, sir. I heard these noises, you see.” 


“Yes, yes,” replied our friend. "Everything's 
perfectly alright, thank you.” 


WITH THAT, knickers and trousers were 
hastily replaced and we then had to 
contemplate the odious task of walking out 
of the main door of the office block past the 
ill-concealed leer of that wretched janitor. 
But, as it happened, I did the poor man a 
disservice. He behaved superlatively. Not a 
twitch of his lip, not the slightest hint of a 
leer. 


“Good night, sir,” he said, in the most 
normal of voices, and we made our getaway 
in good order, 


Once our of earshot, I said reassuringly to my 
friend whose office it was, "Dont worry. I 
dont think he noticed me over the desk at all.” 


“That's just it,” he groaned. “It'll probably be 
all over the building tomorrow that Pm gay.” 


сапе /kein/ n.; 


1. The hollow jointed, woody stem of 
certain reeds and grasses, as bamboo. 
2. A solid stick or rod 3. A length of 


cane which may be used as an 


instrument of punishment. 

















67 


68 





the anatomy of pain — 


a masochist speaks 


> 


USUALLY we meet doctors in the most 
confined and limited circumstances, 
describing our symptoms or sticking out our 
tongues to say “Ahh”. If we are fortunate 
enough to have good health then this is an 
even rarer event. So it was a rather special 
pleasure to find myself sitting at a table in my 
local pub, staring into the good-natured face 
of just such a person. The atmosphere was 
sociable and relaxed and a million miles away 
from the consulting room. 


“1 gather you're something of a masochist,” he 
started, “and that you're quite relaxed talking 
about it. Can I ask you a few questions? I 
dont often get the chance to discuss this sort 
of thing.” 


“Of course,” I said. “What would you like to 
know?” 


“Well,” he mused, “it has always baffled me 
completely. I mean, here I am, doing my level 
best every day to relieve my patients of pain, 
and here you are apparently asking for it to be 
inflicted. That sounds like a paradox to me. 
Can you explain it?” 
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I GAVE HIM a broad grin and replied that I 
had never thought of my proclivities in quite 
this way. For me, there have always been two 
distinct kinds of physical pain. 


“Do you mean,” he asked, “that you 
sometimes feel pain as pleasure?” 


“Good heavens, no,” I hastily corrected, 
for I had heard that question before. “Pain 
always hurts.” 


I TRIED to explain that the kind of pain 
which the doctor rushes in to treat is the 
debilitating, unrelenting variety which is as 
aggravating and tedious to the sufferer as the 
sound of an ear-splitting alarm triggered off 
in the middle of the night. The other kind of 
pain belongs in the spectrum of “arousing 
stimulation” and is as far removed from the 
first category of pain as the repetitive security 
alarm is from exciting musical sounds. 


WHEN DOES a caress become a slap which 
then becomes a spank? At what point does 
the sensation cease to be arousing stimulation 
and become debilitating pain? The answer 
would be different for all of us and depends 
not just on the sensation itself, but the 
emotions which accompany it and give it 
meaning. There's all the difference in the 
world between a lively spanking on the 
bottom from a friendly (albeit severe) hand, 
and a careless and cruel swipe across the face, 
administered with disdain and loathing. 


Tue DOCTOR had certainly had plenty of 
experience of masochism from his patients — 
people who have presented themselves at 
casualty with pins stuck deep into their flesh, 
people with self-inflicted cuts, and even those 
who faked symptoms in order to undergo 
unnecessary operations. 


“Ugh,” I thought. That doesnt sound like the 
same subject at all. Those people must be 









































extremely disturbed; have a desperate need for 
attention. Some of them are even inflicting 
lasting damage on their bodies. On the other 
hand, those of my persuasion have obtained 
some benefits from our spankings and 
whippings. We feel revived, awakened and 
alert, and the bruises disappear without a trace. 


I DESCRIBE to my friendly doctor how a well- 
aimed swipe with a strap across my proffered 
bottom wakes me from the ordinariness of 
life, focusing my whole attention on the 
sensations of the moment. I feel completely 
in my body, aware of every physical nuance. 
That short, sharp pain is always real and 1 
have to pay attention to it. Sometimes 1 fly, 1 
soar, I tingle all over. 


My MIND flashes back to a documentary 
programme screened a few years ago, about 
people who participate in the sadomasochist 
scene. There were the usual mandatory 
interviews with disapproving females claiming 
that the whole thing was sad and demeaning to 
women with self-esteem too low to resist the 
sadistic tendencies of bestial men (ignoring the 
powerful-looking dominatrices talking about 
the hordes of men who came to them eagerly 
presenting their naked posteriors for harsh 
treatment). However, the programme was also 
trying to reflect the feelings of the enthusiasts. 
It gave us a peek into a party scene where a 
man wearing a mask was bending over for a 
tall, corseted and masked lady. She lifted her 
well-muscled arm high and brought a black 
leather martinet whistling down with an 
almighty swapp onto his receptive buttocks. 
The impact caused his face to crease into an 
enormous smile. "Ah... beautiful,” we heard 
him gasp with genuine feeling. 


AND THIS illustrates exactly what I mean. Of 
course, that is far from being the whole story. 
Was it the pain alone that brought ecstasy to 
the man' face, or the attention of the fierce 
lady wielding the whip? We can't leave her 
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out, any more than I can leave out the unique 
presence of my own master. But before we 
could get round to discussing this, my new 
friend the doctor had already finished his 
drink and was leaving to catch his train. 











the party 


You may have noticed — those of you who 
have tried it — that a spanking is doubly 
unbearable when administered in a really cold 
temperature, when your muscles are stiff with 
tension. For those of you who havent, let me 
inform you that the effect is much more 
gruelling, your vulnerability is emphasised 
and your partner suddenly seems to be 
imbued with a vicious streak you never 
noticed before. Even the redeeming 
transformation of pain into that arousing 
warm afterglow refuses to happen. Reality is 
sometimes so unexpectedly disappointing. 

So if you cherish fantasies of harsh judicial 
canings in some draconian institution, just 
make sure that the place you choose for acting 
out your scenario is not in a freezing cold, 
dreary room or I guarantee your enthusiasm 
for the experience will instantly wane. 





IT's THE WARM, steamy, sweaty experiences I 
prefer to recall, and one comes to mind as I 1 
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write. Å bathroom... an especially large 
bathroom with an enormous sunken marble 
bath, full of steaming water; a decadent 
Roman atmosphere; people wandering in 
and out, with two or three naked in the 
water luxuriating. The occasion? A birthday 
party given for an old friend of mine from 
New York. We decided to hold it in a suite 
of rooms in a hotel — a special sort of hotel 
providing just the flavour of faded decadence 
required for our purposes. Belle époque 
furniture, draped four-poster bed (I immed- 
iately envisaged myself and three girlfriends 
secured to each like caryatids), high French 
windows and, of course, the bathroom. 


THE EVENING had a curious and rather shaky 
start to it. I had already begun to get the 
jitters when I surveyed the guests arriving. I 
had the feeling, the absolute certainty, that 
although I had invited friends I liked, they 
still made for the wrong mix of people and 
the mixture was simply not going to work. 
Looking around I could see two distinct 
categories: my own dear master, carrying his 
array of whips and leather martinets, who 


` had come with a friend, another extremely 


dominant man; and on the other side of the 
room several formidable-looking 
dominatrices scouring the landscape for a 
male bottom to punish. Fat chance. Of 
willing female bottoms 1 saw little evidence, 
apart from myself and one or two female 
friends who just might. 


BEFORE I could consider the dilemma 
further, a spectacular lady in boots ordered 
her rather elderly slave to lie across the four- 
poster and get his penitent bottom in the air. 
Then, she proceeded to larrup him with a 
ferocity I had not seen before or since, only 
stopping to confide in me that her 
gentleman friend suffered from an extremely 
dicky heart and could go at any time, but his 
doctor, who knew of his predilections, had 
said that maybe a little gentle whipping 
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would help his condition. She then returned 
with renewed vigour to her victim, while my 


head reeled. 


ÅLREADY I could see tomorrow's newspaper 
headlines in the event of an unfortunate 
calamity, and the ensuing scandal. I looked 
around for someone who looked relatively 
sane and sensible but only saw a middle-aged 
man in fishnet tights wearing a bright blue, 
shoulder-length wig and false eyelashes. He 
seemed unconcerned. So why was I worrying? 


THEN my attention was taken by the sight of 
some new guests arriving. Somehow they 
seemed strangely incongruous. The man was 
wearing conventional black evening attire, 
while his partner, timidly holding his arm, 
wore a long evening dress. They had brought 
champagne with them. 


FOR A SECOND or two the entire room of fetish- 
clad individuals froze in whatever position they 
happened to be in, with the exception of the 
wild lady in the boots, who was far too 
involved with the business of bottom-punishing 
to notice anything, and the new arrivals stood 
agog in the middle of the room. 


During this uncomfortable silence, my 
friend Chris, who had been on the door, 
whispered to me out of the corner of his 
mouth, "Who are they?” To which I replied, 
“Гуе never seen them before in my life.” 


“Oh dear,” he sighed, and his face became 


anxious. 


THE UNSUITABLE guests were politely, but 
hastily, ushered out. Apparently they had 
come to the right room number but the 
wrong floor. Once again unwelcome headlines 
flashed before my eyes. 


Осіскіу I made for the bathroom, took off 
what little I had been wearing, plunged into 





whatever 


brush, bat, besom, paddle, taws ... 


comes to hand 


within reach, accessible; under control. 



































the bath and tried to submerge myself 
beneath the water. When I eventually came 
up for air, I realised that I was not alone. 
Huddled uneasily in the opposite corner of 
the bath, a skinny balding man was 
surveying me as best he could through his 
steamed-up glasses. I had never seen him 
before in my life either. 


Bur т was FINE. The poor man explained 
that he was a close friend of my special 
birthday guest, also from the USA who, 
never having attended a gathering such as 
this before and, no doubt, fearing the 
ministrations of the booted Cruellas in the 
other room, had taken refuge in the bath. 


I TRIED at once to reassure him that we 
were not all necessarily as our appearances 
might suggest, that in fact we were fairly 
nice, normal people really. He remained ill 
at ease for a while and we surveyed our 
pink toes peeking out from the hot steamy 
water, a non-threatening sight to be sure. At 
last he began to relax... until suddenly, 
quite ruining the effect, two enormous men 
(they seemed like giants because we were 
below floor level in the sunken bath) 
entered the bathroom with ominous intent, 
each carrying a black leather martinet. 
Through the thick steam I could just make 
out the dark outline of my master followed 
by his fiendish friend. 


“Ah, Paula, here you are. Not hiding surely. 
I think it's time you got the party properly 
underway. Come on. Out you get.” 


OF COURSE, I obeyed, and that was when 
the evening really woke up. The glorious 
warmth had thoroughly permeated my 
body and as I climbed out of the bath, 
feeling like some tropical Aphrodite rising 
from the waves, my skin glowed pink and 
rivulets of moisture ran down my back and 
between my breasts. 
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“Turn around,” instructed my master calmly. 
I did so, gripping the rails firmly, knowing 
what was to follow. I stuck out my bottom 
and wriggled it naughtily, then the first blow 
landed hotly across my right buttock, then 
the left, then the right again... What was 
going on? They were both putting their backs 
into it. I glanced over my shoulder. My 
master and his friend stood either side of me, 
lustily getting into their stride. They had a 
tremendous rapport, those two, one using a 
forehand swipe of the martinet and the other 
following up with a backhand. There was a 
heady adrenaline flowing between all three of 
us, which started to build as the pace gained 
momentum. My two whippers seemed to 
derive energy from each other. The contact 
between them was telepathic. There was a 
definite rhythm now and I was rising to a 
peak of arousal, clinging to the rails writhing 
and moaning, pushing my bottom out to 
meet the accelerating blows. These two tall 
muscular men were lashing my tiny frame 
mercilessly, and I was loving it, rising to it, 
each stinging mark that formed on my 
buttocks, thighs and hips adding to the 
blazing sensations that coursed through me. 


Ir was ONLY when the rapture had reached its 
climax and subsided that my vision cleared 
and, looking down, I focused once more on 
my bespectacled friend in the bath who was 
looking more perplexed than ever. But I was 
not about to try and explain; either you 
understand these things or you dont. 


THE MEMORY of that occasion still excites me 
and I shall continue to remember it, 
particularly on a cold day, when the merest 
slap of a hand across a cold thigh causes me 
to yelp and twist and stick out a protective 
hand, yelling “Ouch,” and “Stop it,” and 
other absurdities which make me blush with 
shame to confess. 
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porn versus art 


> 


WHEN a new block of flats went up just 
opposite my studio window it was hellishly 
difficult to prevent my eyes wandering off to 
follow the activities on the unfinished roof. 
Sun-tanned young men in shorts were busy 
laying bricks to complete a horizontal wall 
with perfectly right-angled corners. It’s 
mesmerising to watch other people working, 
not to mention the erotic daydreams 
involving horny young bricklayers which can 
slip insidiously into the unoccupied mind, 
but on this occasion that wasn’t the 
attraction. I was actually observing the 
bricklayers’ skill, appreciating the simplicity 
of the clean lines and smooth edges of the 
finished product; so satisfyingly 
straightforward compared with the complex 
maze of ideas that is created when I attempt 
to define my own work. 


I FIND television interviews alarming, yet I 
always feel sure that I must speak up for 
what I do. I love my work. Illustrating for 
magazines, painting and drawing all kinds of 
erotica and writing about it all fill me with 
delight. So why after an interview am I 
always left feeling disgruntled and 
manipulated? 


A RECENT programme sounded promising. 
We were going to talk about erotic art. A 
crew turned up at my studio, a fairly 
cramped and overcrowded little place at the 
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best of times, and proceeded to take it over. 
Miraculously, once the walls had been 
decorated with drawings, the lighting set up 
and the correct lens fitted to the camera, I 
caught sight of myself with amazement on 
the monitor screen seated in the middle of a 
room almost as big as the Sistine Chapel. 


Å VERY YOUNG woman seated herself out of 
camera shot and we started in on the detailed 
list of questions. At one point we interrupted 
the flow of conversation and I was filmed 
working on one of my drawings for Februs, a 
process which made me instantly self- 
conscious and reluctant to demonstrate how I 
really make a picture. With a few over- 
ostentatious flourishes of my pencil I 
managed to construct a female figure lying 
across a table, her vastly proportioned 
buttocks facing towards the viewer, and knew 
with complete certainty that I would rub out 
this monstrous creation and start again when 
the drawing was to be properly completed. 


I sHOWED my audience how I leap up to 
check out a particularly tricky position by 
contorting myself in front of a huge mirror, 
sticking out my bottom like the girl in the 
illustration, peeking over my shoulder to see 
the view. Usually, I might have pulled down 
trousers and panties to get a clearer 
impression but, with a burly sound 
technician, a cameraman and our young 
producer all squashed in around me, 
somehow I didnt feel inclined to reveal these 
intimate details of my working methods. 


THEN CAME the final question: “Paula, can 
you explain to us the difference between 
erotic art and pornography?” 


Now THIS has to be one of the most difficult 
posers of all time and very much not my 
favourite question. It isn't easy to compare 
and contrast two concepts, both of which 
mean different things to different people. 


afterglow V'a:ftoglov/ z. 
A bright and warm redness of the 
cheeks that remains after the removal or 


disappearance of its source. 











What de you ink of hart now ?° 

















Few of us even agree with one another on 
what art is, let alone what constitutes erotic 
art or pornography. 


THE LATTER comes from the Greek 
pornographos, "writing of harlots”, and has 
now come to mean almost anything depicting 
the sexually explicit, and often not even that. 
Гуе heard it applied entirely subjectively to 
any image which happened to offend the 
moral sensibility of the person using the 
word. It is an ambiguous word, and its 
ambiguity is paradoxically reinforced by its 
use in courts of law, associating it with 
illegality and stigma, all of which helps to 
keep our attitude to sexual matters a 
relentlessly schizophrenic one. I'd be happy to 
see the wretched word vanish from our 
language. 


UNFORTUNATELY, I didn't say any of this to 
my interviewer. I made the mistake of trying 
to answer the question and found myself 
wading into a quagmire. Anyone listening 
could have inferred that I was attempting to 
justify the sexually explicit in my drawings by 
labelling them as fine art and thus giving 
them a gravitas they perhaps could not lay 
claim to. In this way erotic art becomes 
synonymous with pretentiousness, driving us 
further from any real conclusions to this 
difficult debate. Sadly, for many, erotic art is 
simply equated with “smut” or “dirty 
pictures”. This impoverished viewpoint 
downgrades a whole genre and places it 
emphatically in a category which then 
becomes, naughtily enjoyable though it may 
be, hardly worthy of serious evaluation. 


Despite the difficulty in putting my point 
across, I am not contemplating giving up my 
current work to become a bricklayer, 
tempting though this option might be. I 
really don’t care whether my drawings are art, 
fine or otherwise; it’s the subject that 
interests me, and if there are ambiguities, 
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that just adds to the fascination. Who knows, 
perhaps the fact that I am drawing a subject 
that has that special, mysterious tinge of the 
illieit, gives me an extra frisson of enjoyment. 





Ir MAY BE surprising that throughout these 
reflections I have chosen to keep outside the 
arena of sexual politics. This is not through 
any lack of awareness, but because my 
journey is personal and must be one that is 
undertaken alone. If, at any time during its 
course, I have flown in the face of the 
women's movement, it worries me not at all. 
It is the end result that matters, and for me 
this is the promotion of trust and 
understanding between men and women. In 
the absence of this trust we will have a very 
dangerous and unbalanced world. How we 
each achieve this trust and understanding is 
up to each individual to sort out for 
themselves. We all start from different 
beginnings. And, of course, my way would 
not suit everyone. I'm also well aware that 
getting one's clothes off and releasing 
inhibitions is only half the story. Being able 
to keep them om when necessary can be an 
equally important achievement. 
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It was the story Summer Holiday that opened 
up the French connection. My husband 
Frank had written a version of the story as a 
series of letters, accompanied by some of my 
line drawings. These were eventually pub- 
lished in some French BD magazines. My 
friend, the artist Robin Ray, introduced me 
to the publishers who asked if I would create 
more work for them. This was fascinating to 
me as strip cartoons were a completely new 
direction, and planning how the story was to 
be told needed the skills of a film cameraman 
and script writer 
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TEN VEGETABLES LATER ....- | ||| 


I PAY THIS HOTEL FOR 
THE SPECIAL SERVICES | СЕТ, 
BUT I LOVE TO KNOW IF You 
REALLY ENJOYED RELIEVING- 
YOURSELF IN MY MOUTH 

AND TREATING ME LIKE 





FROM THE LETTERS CF 
JULIE POMERCY те H 
FRIEND LUCY IN 1900 


MY DEAREST шоу, 1AM TERRIBLY EXCITED / THE MOST AMAZING THINGS 
HAVE BEEN фу HAPPENING TO ME— IN DULL OLD СОК! 
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Er) 


ROBIN, МУ SECOND COUSINS NOW QUITE 
TALL,AND NOTA PIMPLE ІМ SIGHT, HE LOOKS 
UTTERLY UNTRUSTWORTHY, IM GLAD ТО 





NATURALLY I WAS THINKING ABOUT BEING RAVISHED ---. I THOUGHT OF 
MASTERED ME WITH 
<. NEAR THE OLD ABBEY. 


SUSIE 


UNCLE GEORGE 
WAS SITTING AT 
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ALAS, SHE WAS TOO MUCH (N AWE HIS EYEBROWS HURLED WIPING THE DROPPED CHOP 
OF THE PORTLY Mr JEEVONS...- | | THUNDERBOLTS OF WRATH | | ON HER APRON DID NOT HELP, 
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I PREPARED “To FINISH My FANTASY 
ABOUT ROBIN AND. SUSIE, ADDING 
IN ALITTLE FRECKLED MAID. ~ »- 


HOW STRANGE A FAMILIAR 
HOUSE AFPEARS AT NIGHT, LUCY, 
HOW MYSTERIDUS ... 
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HET A Nil så) ~ и, 
IT SAME ТО МЕ FIRST OFALL AS A SOUND I COULD NOT 
IDENTIFY, Å SORT OF МИЕ ЕР SHRIEK . THEN A 
WHISTLING SWISH... SUDDENLY | RECOGNIZED IT! 
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FOR (RST TIME THATTHE LOWER 
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THEN. [DODGED РОМ OUT OE SIGHT 
AS THE COOKS ROVING EYE SEEMED 
ABOUT TO LOOK UPAT THE FANLIGHT... 
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ІШЕ 


МУ CHEEKS FLARED. INTO CRIMSON 
HOW WOULD THEY REACT? 


WELCOME TO CORN WALL RES 
СЕНЧЕ ... 


IMAGINE My CONFUSION / ROBIN AND SUSIE WERE 
STANDING IN THE DARK. CORRIPOR, WATCHING MY 
GYRATIONS WITH ALERT AND-INTERESTED EYES! 


Т 





WE WERE DESPERATE: 
Y AFRAID YOU WERE 
THE PRIGGLSH LITTLE 

MISS You ALWAYS AP 
EARED. TD BE, BUT NOW 





I FELT SO-HUMILIATED/ | TOSSED AND TURNED ALL 
NIGHT. SUSIE AND ROBIN HAD SEEN ME AND THERE 
WAS NOTHING WHATSOEVER 1 COULD =A 


NOW THERE WAS NO WAY I 
COULD PoBLY PRETEND... 


(JUMPED PAST THE DOOR AND RUSHED OUT OF 
THE HOUSE. | CLIMBED THE STYLE AND RAN 
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IT WAS COOL. IN AMONG THE TREES, BUT MY 
FEVERISH STATE OF MIND HELD ME IN Å 
GRIP OF IRON. EVERYWHERE I LOOKED I Saw, 
BRANCHES ALIVE WITH COPULATING FIGURES 


Ц ZN 


| OSS 22 





MY IMAGIN- 
ATION WAS ON 


I FELL BACK , SPRAWLING, MY FIN- 
GERS ON My SWOLLEN LØVE BUTTON 


Т? 7 аа 
M N [@ 
| 


| 


р 
е a 


E 3 
DNG 


Az \ 


сы 























| QUITE A LARGE GROUP...WE 
ARE THE SEEKERS OF HES- 
PERUS, AND WE PLUCK THE 
| GOLDEN APPLES AS OFTEN AS 
WE MAY: ROBIN WANTS TO 
PUT YOU UPFOR INITIATION 
BUT ONLY, OF COURSE Е 
YOU AGREE... YOU WILL, 
Y WON?T YOU, DEAR JULIE. 
IF NOT, WE WILL HAVE А 
VERY DULL HOLIDAY. 







WHEN WE GOT HOME, AUNT 
SARAH POUNCED ON ROBIN 
AND SUSIE AND BORE THEM 
AWAY ОН HER MORNING-CAUS' 
THEY DEPARTED HAPPILY TO 

PASS ON THE NEWS OF A PROS- 
PECTIVE INITIATE TO THEIR GROUP! 


JENNY WAS [SAN/SHED IN DISGRACE] 
ONCE МОРЕ! | ADMIT I SURVEYED 
THE BUTLER’S TROUSERS AND 
WONDERED WHERE HE HAD 
HIDDEN HIS HUGE HAIRY MONSTER 





ТАТЕ MY BREAKFAST WITH 
GREAT GUSTO, THEN Stor up 
THE ST 
THERE 


OH My / THEY 

REALLY LAID 

INTO You LAST 
NIGHT JENNY „ 


I DID NOT HESITATE. YOU WOULD HAVE 
BEEN PROUD OF ME LUCY! I MEAN — 
THERE SHE WAS, IN A POSTURE I 
COULD ONLY REGARD AS TEMPTATION 


AAH 2 So YOU'RE 
Å ONE OF THEM 70077, 


` а You SAW МЕ 22 
I MIGHT HAVE Wi 
GUESSED — SEEING У MA 
YOU HOPPING ABOUT 
THROUGH THE ТАМ, 
Som LAST NIGHT å 
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OF COURSE | SAW YOU MISS !JEEVONS 
DIDN'T, HAVING OTHER THINGS ON 
HIS MIND AT THE TIME. NEITHER 
DID THE HOUSEKEEPER . COOK 
DID THOUGH. SAD You WAS -- 
JERKIN’ AROUND LIKE A GRASS 
[> HOPPER HAVING AN EPILEPTIC 


70 BE A GOOD GIRL. I DIDTRY.. 

THEN THE VICAR CAME ROUND 

то FIX UP THIS DOB, AND 
THAT WAS THE END OF THAT, 


EVER META 
VICAR!S WIFE 





THATS RIGHT: YOU WON'T 
MEET ANYONE PLAN DIER THAN 
AN ANGLICAN VICAR. 
FORTH AND MULTIPLY”IT 
SAYS IN THEGCOD 
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GROTTO. HER PUSSY WAS 

SOFT AND WET. IT STILL 

FILLED ME WITH AMAZE — 

MENT THAT THIS SMALL 
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I THOUGHT IT WAS TIME ТО JOIN IN 1 WAITED WITH MOUNTING EXPECTATION AS SHE UNDRESSED 
80 / UNBUTTONED My FROCK AND чч с 7 Теди атетсаа 
JENNY DUTIFULLY HELPED МЕ TO А 

DISROBE, SWIFTLY AND EFFICIENTLY 


INN WN 
HER. WIDE LIPPED AUN 
MOUTH DOWN VERY 
CLOSE, HER NOSE 
BRUSHING My 
PUBIC HAIR, AND 
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BATHED NY 
FURROW AND MY 
CLITORIS WITH 
HER HOT BREATH 
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THEN SHE MOVED INTO A RAPTUROUS 'SIXTY NINE’ 
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1 SWAM UNDER WATER , My INTENTION 
BEING TO BAFFLE ROBIN AND SUSIE, 
WHO WERE FAR TOO CLEVER By HALF... 
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WAS SITTING AMONG 72262; FOOR ROBIN AND SUSIE 
BAND... 3 A Е WERE WATCHING AGHAST 
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HE HE нё 
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OH LUCY, | KNEW WHAT WOULD 

HAPPEN NEXT. МҮ DREAMS WERE] 

COMING TRUE ‚IN A NIGHTMARE / 
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WE MUST GET HER. 


My OUT OF HERE... 
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å I COMMAND You 
TO SURRENDER IN 

THE NAME OF 

THE KING? 


UP THIS STAIR- 
CASE .. HURRY № 


A SPIRAL STAIRCASE LEAD 
САМЕ 7 WHY WAS IT THERE? 





WHAT А DESOLATION 
STARED BACK AT ME 
WHEN WE REACHED 
THE TOP OF THE SPIR- 
AL STAIRCASE ! THE 
TRAP POOR OPENED 
EASILY AND DELIVERED 
US INTO ASMALL 
GOTHIC TURRET. WE 
WERE NOW HIGH ON 
THE HILL IN THE RUINED 
ABBEY — THE HAUNTED 
ABBEY ACCORDING TO 
LOCAL RUMOUR. 
ISHIVERED... | 
COULD NOT HELP IT 
LUCY. OUR MIDNIGHT 
| SWIM HAD PROPELLED 
amet; ME INTO EVENTS FOR 
Ша), WHICH I WAS NOT 
7% rå WHOLLY PREPARED/ 
š I FOUND THEM 
WILDLY EXCITING, 
BUT ALSO ,AT TIMES, 
VERY FRIGHTENING - 


AT MISS HABBERSHAW 5 ACAD- I LOOKED OUT OF THE WINDOW AND SURVEYED THE RUINED 
EMy, THE ONLY MALE WE EVER. I STARED ... GOOD HEAVENS ! THE VILLAGERS 
SAW WAS THE GARDENER'S 

Boy, AND HE HAD ONLY A LITTLE 

PINK THING OF NO CONSEQUENCE 

WHATSOEVER ! THE SMUGGLERS, 

HAD BEEN VERY BIG, AND 

THEY HAD BEHAVED 50 

ROUGHLY ...1 WAS SORE/ 





міні) пъ 


IT WAS AT THAT MOMENT THAT COUSIN ROBIN 


HE HAS THE MOST DELIGHTFUL POSTERIOR 


PROVED HIS AMAZIN G COURAGE. HE SCRAMBLED LUCY, (QUITE FAINT WITH ADMIRATION. 


UP ON THE SILL OF THE WINDOW — THE DOOR ТО 
THE TURRET WAS LOCKED— PRESENTING US BOTH 


CUTTER 1S AMONG THE 
SMUGGLERS, AND THE 
CONTRABAND 15 AT RISK I 




















WASN’T EVEN A MONK?! I 
WAS COVERED IN CONFUSION . 


MIDNIGHT SWIM /WE GOT 
CAUGHT BY THE SMUGGLERS... 

THEN THE COASTGUARDS 
ARRIVED. HURRY ! THEY LL 
FIND THE STAIRCASE AND 





WHENEVER | PICTURE IT! HE JUMPED TO 


NEPHEW, ARE You 
NOT ? WHAT ARE 


ANTHONY 
DEWHURST. 
% HE'S OUR 
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YOUNG LADY I DO мот 


MILORAD WAS ONE OF THE CALMEST GENTLEMEN |HADEVERSEN] | Ou Sousin Sue 










ITS A FUNNY THING WITH SUSIE, 
I KEEP OSCILLATING BETWEEN THINK: 
ING ІМКЕ HER, AND REALIZING I DONT: 
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27 your UNCLE MAY НАМЕ E 
LOST HIS BRANDY AND 

CIGARS TONIGHT, THAT 
WILL. ANNOY HIM. 


AND HIDE IN 
THE VILLAGE, 








HE LED US INTO THE ABBEY CHAPEL DESERTED, BUT IT HAD 
i É a SS 


COMS UP HERE, 
THEY WON'T FIND 





A SOVEREIGN REMEDY FOR 
YOUNG LADIES WHO HAVE 
EEN'MESSED 





LORD DEWHURST POUREDA LARGE MEASURE 
OF AMBER LI QUID INTO А TUMBLER .CH MY 
GOODNESS GRACIOUS Lucy! IT WAS A 
SOVEREIGN REMEDY FoR SURE / 
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LIKE CHRISTIAN 
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LORD DEWHURST THEN PRODUCED A PONY 
AND CHAISE LIKE А MAGICIAN PULUNG A 
RABBIT OUT OF HIS HAT / 








IN THE VILLAGE EVERYONE WAS 
LAW-ABIDINGLY ASLEEP IN THEIR = = 
BEDS. AUNT SARAH WAS ANAKE AT LAST LUCY — 
N een |. | BUT 1 was мот 
К s SMET == = LA A BLUSHING 
VIRGIN, AS 
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YOUR FINGERS 
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My DEAREST LUCY, AT LEAST THIS OFFERED ME THE*CHANCE TO GET TO KNOW 
NEXT MORNING AUNT SARAH BETTER, BUT SINCE | FELT | ALREADY KNEW 

YOU ARE ТО BEHOLD HER, | COULDN'T SEE MUCH POINT IN THE EXERCISE. 

ME SITTING IN THE 5 

PONY AND TRAP 

WITH AUNT SARAH 

AT THE REINS, ON 

OUR WAY TO DELIVER 

VISITING CARDS AT 

VARIOUS LARGE AND 

SIGNIFICANTLY UGLY 

HOUSES.AUNT SARAH 

HAD INSISTED THAT 

I BE SHOWN TO THE 

GENTLEFOLK OF THE 

COUNTY. ROBIN AND 

SUSIE HAD DECLINED 

TO HAVE ANY PART 

IN THIS DIREFUL 
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OH LUCY- HOW LITTLE ANY OF US 


WHEN WE REACHED THE VILLAGE GREEN, 
A MOST DOLOROUS SIGHT WAS THE 
FIRST THING THAT | OBSERVED .... 
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AS WE PASSED, TWO FEROCIOUS LOOKING HOUSEWIVES RUSHED UP BEHIND THE WRETCHED 
PRISONER , PULLED UP HER SMOCK ,EXPOSING FOR ALL THE WORLD TO SEE THAT SHE WORE 
NO DRAWERS. WITH YELLS OF ABUSE AND GLOWING WITH SELF RIGHTFOUSNESS, THEY 
PROCEEDED TO THRASH НЕЮ BUTTOCKS .... of 


1) 


ee 
<< N | 


N 


=> 
ИИ GLANCED AT AUNT SARAH, EXPECTING 
THAT SHE MIGHT ORDER. THEM TO DESIST... 





Э» LT 
S Y Ға BLACK MY EYE, UD BLACK UIS, 
Е Y [5 VEE MEN 


I WAS AMAZED! SHE MEANT EN FOLLOWED TWO HOURS OF TEACUPS AND TEDIU 
IT! EVERYONE , HIGH OR LOW 7 5 TTY 


WAS ON THE SIDE OF THE = 955% 


AE 
LERS ! | iË: 
کے‎ АА = => 5 Е ۰ BI RG El 


22 
22 


THIS WAS AN AUNT 
I DIDN'T KNOW АТ ALL... 


AND FINALLY... THE LASTCALL... p= ү 

hi; тат; А ї р 

а, d пе и : LORESHI 
) REFUS! 





THEN HE KISSED My AUNT WITH GREAT 
THOROUGHNESS ....ON THE LIPS // 


I RECOGNISED АТ ONCE DUR RESCUER. . OF THE 
NIGHT BEFORE... LORD ANTHONY DEWHURST.! 
SARAH, MY BEST ВЕ G 2 


AFTER ALL, AUNT SARAH WAS FORTY TWO, IF SHE 
WAS A DAY, AND LORD DEWHURST MUST HAVE 
BEEN FORTY FIVE. THEY WERE QUITE... WELL... ++ 
ELDERLY! | WAS ALMOST SHOCKED / 


4 COME, му DEAR, 1 WOULD HAVE 
WORRS WITH YOU ... AND YOU 
JULE, AMUSE YOURSELF AND 


чоо 

THEIR HAUL AND DID NOT 
EXPECT 50 MONKS WITH 
SKULL HEADS AND STAVES 
TO DESCEND FROM THE 
HEAVENS UPON THEM. THEY 
ENDED UP TIED HAND AND 


FOOT ON THE BEACH SANK 
TER TOO / 





My PLEASANTLY DROWSY FEELING 


BUT (DIDN'T KNOW WHERE TO GO / I SOUGHT THE 
WAS INTERRUPTED BY МУ BECOMING 


MALO BUT COULD FIND NO SIGN OF HER ... | OPENED 


AWARE THAT I NÆDED URGENTLY TO PEE/ DOOR AFTER DOOR PUT 
Fer Т %% 2 


| 


IN DESPERATION | STARED ROUND THE BACK, AT LAST SOME 
WILDLY THROUGH THE WIN- SHADE... OOOOH THE RELIEF, THE 
WONDERFUL BLESSED RELIEF f 


ER. BUT, MERCIFUL 
HEAVENS, YOU HAVE 
NEVER SEEN A PLACE 
SO FULL OF GARDEN- 
ERS !/... THEN ISAW 
THE GAZEBO ,.. 











HE HAS NOW КЕ- 
TIRED FROM 

EVERY CONCEIVABLE 
SORT OF ENGAGE = 
MENT— MILITARY 


















ARE YOU GOING TO GET ON 

WITH IT OR NOT ? HEAVEN 
KNOWS WHAT THAT CHILD 

18 UP TO BY NOW! 






NOW TONY, YOU KNOW 
I COME FROM A MIUTARY 
FAMILY... IT WAS с ште (54) 
UNACCEPTABLE ция 

> MARRY Yt you! 


THAT WAS WHEN AUNT SARAH OPENED HIS IT BECAME IMPERATIVE THAT 1 PRE 
BREECHES AND PULLED OUT. HIS PEGO, dd d ЗЕЕ 


ær 


RI, 


THE WRETCHED CREATURE WOULD NOT LEAVE 
ME ALONE. BLUEBOTTLES HAVE NO ‘TACT! 
THEY SIMPLY CANNOT TAKE A пел. / 


гет 1 SAW MY AUN BENDER THE SILL, 
LOOKING FOR ALL THE WORLD AS IF SHE 
WERE SIMPLY ADMIRING THE ROSES !! 


By ==, 27 
ЖҰ 22 
THEIR CONVERSATION, ve т 
WAS SCANDALOU 





HE THRUST FORWARD AND WENT IN WITH THE EXPRESSION ON AUNT SARAH'S РАСЕ 
THAT ELCHY NOISE THAT SHOWED THAT PH IC. SHE REALLY LOOKED 


Sau BECAME SERA REALLY 
SHE WAS TRULY READY +, AS IF SHE ADORED THOSE PINK ROSES / 


Ly y Ж Fel 
Ж СУДА кәсі 


LORD ANTHONY IS THRUSTS BECAME 
FASTER AND HARDER... IN AND OUT... IN 
AND OUT... AUNT SARAH © HIPS MOVING 
TO ENSURE HEROWN PLEASURE... 





OVER THE HOUSE, 


VM SURE THEY COULD HAVE PEEN HEARD ALL BUT THEN, SUDDENLY, | WAS PLUNG- 
ED INTO AN ABYSS OF FEAR... 
N | : M 


A » 


THE SuNLIGHT WAS SO DAZZLING 
THAT THE FIGURE STANDING IN 
FRONT OF ME SHIMMERED AND 
DANCED LIKE A MIRAGE ,,, 


SPYING MISS 
ПИШЕ POMEROY 
HM 77 I THINK 


ший 4 4 


7 pm 





HAT WAS MY FATHER AND HIS I AM LADY CAROLINE DEWHURST, AND 
PEAR FRIEND YOU WERE PEEPING] | THIS (S MY SISTER LADY FRANCES. we 
AT/ IT IS TRUE THAT YOUR AUNT KNOW WHO YOU ARE, MISS POMEROY— WE 
IS NOT HIS WIFE, БИТА LADY WERE SENT TO FETOH You. у 
AND GENTLEMAN OF OUR = Nasr: 

ARE FREE TO DISPOSE у 
HEIR AFFECTIONS WHERE- 
SOEVER THEY CHOOSE 


MAMA WOULD UNDOUBTEDLY 
HAYE DONE SO / 


DS" 


TO BECOME ONE OF US 15 
A REAT HONOUR WHICH- ` 
ONLY BE BESTOWED ON 
THE WORTHY. ARE YOU 
„Ро YOU THINK 2, 


М 27% “А 7 y 人 
> x di = 


WHICH [COULD 
NOT EXTRI CATE 
MYSELF, WITH = 
CAUSING 





THIS WAY... (TIS THE SCHOOLROOM | FELT TINGLY ALLOVER / MY PALMS 
FØR YOU MISS JULE ... AND YOU WERE WET WITH A STRANGE MIXTURE 
WILL NOT BE ALONE, WE HAVE OF FEAR AND EXCITEMENT., 


ИТ! GB 


THE MARTINET AND THE 
RIDING CROP TCO... А 


7 IT WASN'T му 
FAULT // 


LAM NOW THE PRINCIPAL OF THIS YOU ENTICED AND LURED 
SCHOLASTIC BUILDING AND My 4 CE INTO FLESHLY 
MUST РЕ OBEYED! 





OH LUCY, IMAGINE MY ASTONISHMENT AS THE ABOMINABLE 


LADY FRANCES OPENED A DOOR INTO A LARGE CLASS ROOM 











AND THERE THEY ALL WERE —— THE MEM PERS OF THE 
SECRET SOCIETY. BUT THAT WAS NOT ALL .,. 
Tm у! | 
OK My бор/ ` ІІ 
THAT'S | 
| — 


\ Cousin ROBIN 





“tt 














THE POOR ЈЕСУ TRIED TO SHIFT 
HIS WEIGHT ON THE CROSS— 
BAR OF THE EASLE.., 


ЖА X 
ñ 


I SURVEYEP THE AUDIENCE AND 
THERE, IN THE FRONT ROW, 
WITH A DELICATE SMIRK. ON 
HER FACE WAS SUSIE / 










































































WE HAVE A NEW PUPIL- 
FOR YOU TO MEET. UN FOT- 
UNATELY, MISS POMEROY 


ALREADY BROKEN 
SOME OF OUR CHERISHED 
RULES AND MUST BE DISCIP— 
АМЕР, ALONG WITH THIS 
OTHER MALEFACTOR... 


THE ATMOSPHERE WAS CHAR 
GED INTHE WAY IT IS WHEN А 


THUNDERSTORM IS IMMINENT 


THIS WAS IT LUCY тнє MOMENT | | BUT HEADMISTRESS CAROLINE 
L SMILED MOST SWEETLY AT 

МЕ. I HAD THE IMPRESSION 

THAT SHE UNDERSTOOD ME 


DREW MySELE 
ACADEMY СТ NEVER FAILS TD | | PERFECTLY... IE 
ANNOY THOSE IN AUTHORITY 7 ЩЕ” YOU MAY PRE- JÅ ç 
7 men | 
E Р? “7 从 HER HUMILIAT- 
е = 03 ION / 


~. 
min 
ALL (COULD SEE FROM МУ UNDIGNIFIED POSITION WAS 


THEN IREAUSED THAT (WAS TO 
ROBIN'S PEGO / THEN | FELT THE SILKY SUTHER AS My 


ION ROBIN ON THE EASLE,.THE 
HORRID LITTLE FRANCES SWIFTLY DRAWERS WERE PULLED SLOWLY DOWN OVER MY HIPS, 
SECURED МУ WRISTS "< TO BARE My BOTTOM YD THE WATCHING WORLD ,,, 


iia 





THEN PINALLY, MY LEGS WERE WRENCHED APART/ IT WAS TO BE GIRLS ADMINISTERING 
THE STRIPES, | THOUGHT SADLY. WHAT 





A PITY. I DID SO WANT A CHILLY EYED 

GENTLEMAN TO DO IT: IT WOULD BESO 

MUCH MORE EXCITING / SUDDENLY HEAD- 
CAROLINE TURNED To THE GROUP. 


YO MYDEUGHT A, YOUNG MAN STEP- 
1 


PED UP AND APPRAISED ME... 


I EXPECTED PAIN ...INSTEAD 
HE CARESSED ME, BUT... 





BUT HE JERKED C 
AS FAR AS HIS BONDS WOULD LET HIM 





THEN FRANCES WRAPPED HER FINGERS HEADMISTRESS CARO— 
AROUND HIS PEGO AT THE BASE, ТО STOP HIM LINE HANDED HER A 
COMING TOO SOON, | SUPPOSE, MY GOODNESS, “а Lon ВЕР 
SHE WAS AN EXPERT! | REALISED THAT SHE 

WAS EXACTLY THE KIND OF WIFE НЕ NEEDED . 
SHE UNDERSTOOD HIM PERFECTLY... 


el 


THEN CONTINUED, 
BEATING HIM MORE FER- 
OCIOUSLY THAN BEFORE 


For THE FIRST TIME THERE WAS THE STRANGEST HOWL 
FROM HER VICTIM. IT WENT UP ALMOST INTO THE 
SOPRANO SCALE / THEN HE THREW BACK HIS HEAD AND 


EVACULATED WITH AMAZING FORCE AND VIGOR ... 
ZI ny 
Ф, \ 


Way 
ЖЖ 





HIS MILK SHOT FROM HIS DISTENDED 


I ALMOST FELT DECEIVED BY HIM! AT ONCE 
HELMET ALL OVER MY CHEEK . | HAD NO LADY FRANCES DUCKED DOWN AND USED HER 
(DEA ТНАТА MAN COULD COME LIKE TONGUE TO CLEAN HIS MANHOOD... 

THIS. IT WAS NOTHING LIKE THE GENTLE > Ñ 


SPURT WHICH ROBIN HAD BESTOWED G | \ 
ON ME THE NIGHT BEFORE .... | | 
| 


| 
ELE 


AT THE SAME TIME THE RIDING CROP RIT SAVAGE- 
LY INTO My ALREADY OVERHEATED BOTTOM. 
FRANCES’ NAILS PINCHED MY ERECT NIPPLES 
So VICIOUSLY, | FELT ( COULD TAKE NO MORE 


0 |) 


хы 


E 
= 


м) 





THEN АТ THE FEVER PITCH MOMENT, | SHRIEKED 
AT THE TOP OF My LUNGS, AND SPENT... 
77 S Ww 


WHEN | HAD BEEN UNTIED 
I COULD NOT RESTRAIN 
MYSELF. | PULLED My 
DEAR TORMENTOR TOWAR- 
DS ME AND KISSED HIM. I 

COULD FEEL HIS ERECTION 





SUDDENLY MISTRESS CAROLINE WAS 
ON HER FEET. THE WASA HUSH IN 
THE CLASS ROOM, Å SERIOUS 
CEREMONY WAS UNDERWAY... 


AND So my 
DEAREST LUCY, 
[AM NOW TO 
BE REGARDED 
ASA FULLY 
INITIATED 


BRATION, IN 
My HONOUR / 


/ WELCOME JULIE—YOUHAVE 5 
PASSED THE TEST WITH FLYING | 
COLOURS / THIS 15 FoR YOU. 


MY GALLANT RODERICK THEN PICKED 
ME UPAND SWEPT OUT OF THE HOUSE 





IMAGINE LUCY, HE DEPOSITED ME INTHE GARDEN, AND 
I WAS STILLALMOST NAKED!! THEN HE RUSHED AWAY 
WITH THE OTHER BOYS TOWARDS THE WOODS... 


| WAS, OF COURSE, ALL AGOG TO 
KNOW WHAT WAS TO HAPPEN . 
CLEARLY, SOMETHING HAD 
BEEN PLANNED», 


THE BOYS WERE THERE ТО GREET US IN THEIR 
SECRET PLACE ‚BUT I HAD NO TIME TD LOOK AROUN! 


тутт SN 





SUDDENLY THEY CAME AT ME FROM ALL SIDES... 


MN 





ЕК , HIS PLACE sil 
SOON TAKEN 


0 
67 


К ~ 





MY NEW LOVER BEGAN 
TO SPEED UP AND | FELT 





£ 


зеш. |] å 
THE MOST ENORMOUS TIDE OF EXCITEMENT 
ROARED THROUGH My BODY FLOODING EVERY NERVE = 


SUNE WAS WELL OCCUPIED, AND NEXT ТО HER SUCKING 
LUSTILY, WAS THE INNOCENT ROSEMARY, WITH THE RIN Gi 72 


(Ж 





MAN PROCEEDED TO DO SOMETHING THAT 
LY EVER IMAGINED IN MY WILDEST DREAMS 





NEXT, | CAME UPON THE FRIGHTFUL LADY FRANCES Ë 
Soe я IT = 


ly NY 















STILL USING HER FORMIDAA 
NAILS ANDTEETH TO GOOD СРРШ | 











Wir 


Z у === : 
I FELT My TEMPERATURE 
RISING ONCE MORE, ВИТ... 
E TA 

Se‏ ر 
> 


ША а =: 





I DID NOT HAVE LONG TO 
WAIT BEFORE МУ RAVISHMENT 
ENTERED ITS SECOND ROUND, 


OH,WHAT STAMINA THEY HAD?) 





AND SO, DEAR Lucy, MY HOLIDAY IN DULL OLD CORN WA U- 

REACHED ITS PREDICTABLE CLOSE. MY COUSINS SUSIE АМУ 

ROBIN, AND My RESPECTABLE AUNT, ACCOMPANIED ME 

TO THE STATION. THE SAME TRAIN, ALBEMTGOING IN THE 
ITE DIRECTION, ARRIVET> AND I CLAMBOURED ABOARD. № 
ZN N ) 9 


AT THE LAST MOMENT MY 

CARRIAGE DOOR WAS WRENCH- 
ED OPEN AND A LARGE SUITCASE, 
HURTLED INTO THE CARRIAGE 


VHALLO / VM OFF TO LONDO 
TD SEEK My FORTUNE 
WOULD You BY ANY 
CHANCE KNOW OFA 


YOUNG LADY WHO 
WANTS AN 


ENTER 
PRISING PERSONAL 
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